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Vpon the hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand iearefu.il times, 

During the wanes of Yorkc and Lancaftcr , 

That lfad befallen vs:as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddie footing of the hatches , 

Me thougln that Glocefter flumblcd^nd in {fumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to ftav him)oucr board, 

Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 

LordTo'd'.tne thought what paine it was to drowne, 
What dreadfull noileof waters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eics : 

Me thought 1 faw a thoufand feavefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand men, that filhcs gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors, heapes of pearlc, 
Inert) mabl c ftone$,vi»ualued leweh. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,and in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes reflecting gems, 

Which weed the flimie bottom of the deepe, 

And mocktthe dead bones that lay fcattered by, 

Brok. Had you furh leifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon thcfecrets ofthe deepe i 
Clar. M e thought 1 had: tor ftil 1 the enuious floud 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

To feeke the emptie,vaft,and wandering airc, 

But fmothered it -within my panting bulke, 

Which almoft bu: ft to belch it m the fea . 

£ro{. A wakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

CUr. O no,mydreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tern pert to my foule, 

Who part (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim fieri iman, which Potts writeoff 
V nto the kindome ofperpctu 11 night : 

The firftthat there did greet my ftranger foule, 

W as my great father in law, renowmed W avwicke 
Who c ripd alowd,what fcourge for peritirie. 

Can this darke monarchic afloord falfe Clarence, 
And fo he vanithtuhen came wandring by, 
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of Kichard the third. 


A rtikdow like an Angell in bright hairc, 

Dabled in bloud,and he fqueakt out alcwd, 
Clarence'is come,f3lff,fleeting,periurd Clarence. 
That fiabd me in the field by Teuxburie : 
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With that me thought alegion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 
I.trembling,wakt:and fora fcafon after, 

Cculdnot beleeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible imprertion made the d reame^. 

Bra, No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

| promife you,I am afraid to heare you tell if. * 

Cla. O Brokenburie,! haue done thofc things. 

Which now beareeuidenceagainft my foule, 

Bor Edwards fake, and fee how he requites 
I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me, 

My foule is heauic,and I fainewould fleepc. 

B re. I will(myLo.) God giue your Grace good reft. 
Sorrow, break es feafons,and repofing hovyers, 

Makes the nk,ht morning, and the noonetide night. 

Princes haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforvnfelt imagination, 

They often feelc a world of rcftlcfle cares: 

So that betwixt their titles, and low names, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murthersrs enter. 

In Gocsname what are you,and how came you hither? 
Axec. I would fpeake with Clarencc,andl came hither os 
Bro. Y ca , are you fo briefe ? ( ray l e <™ 

2 Exec, O fir, it is bette r to be briefe then tedious, ° 

Shew him our cbmmiffion,talke no more. He readeth it. 
Bra. Iam in this commaundcd todcliuer 
I he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
a wn 1 not reafon what is meant hereby, 
ecaufe I will be guildefle ofthe meaning : 

Here are the keies, there fits the Duke allcepe, 
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